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Swift: Monte Cristo

/

MONTE CRISTO
.The dead resuscitate through this debris
But faintly. Once men cursed and shouted, stampedl
Their heavy-booted. feet upon the planks
That scatter now like jackstraws. This town, clamped
Between two cliffs, rang to the jubilee
Of 17}iners, consummating what they dreamt.
No voice debates against the mountain Hanks
Save that of curiosity. Among
'Resurgent daisies tourists climb to view
The vanished butcher shop. There rusts a cleaver,
Scabbed sienna wreck, attending to
A pile of bones. Where ancient lambs and longDeparted cows surrendered up their callow
Light, a modern hand upon the clover
Lavished joint and scapula of some
Anonymous newer beast. Lost Dumas Street
Lies tangled in the weeds; one shack remains
Erect in testimony of the feet
That went this ravelled way, decrepit frame
And rafters veering earthward to the sweet,
Perpetual embrace of columbines. .
.

.

Old boards, old nails, old roof: and yet substantial.
Children squeal beneath the shattered glass.
There, a manufactured ghost, employed·
.... By cobwebs, glowers from a sticky face
Of mending tape. Two safety pins enthrall
A bedsheet to its paper throat and dress
The mimic present for a masquerade.
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The genuine has fled a century
Ago. Like smoke, the fiddle music fades
To air above the dance hall; into river,
Wind, and legend blow the weightless words.
Honest gllOsts lie mute beneath blackberry
Fields, remembering bright veins and lodes
Before the stars collapsed on their endeavor.
-JOAN ANGEVINE SWIFT

A DEDICATION
We stood by the library. I t was an August night.
Priests and sisters of hundreds of unsaid creeds
passed us going their separate pondered roads.
We watched them cross under the corner light.

Freights on the edge of town were carrying away
flatcars of steel to be made into secret guns;
we knew, being human, that they were enemy guns,
andwe were somehow vowed to poverty.
-~-

-

.

No one stopped or looked long or held out a hand.
They were following orders received from hour to hour,
so many signals, all strange, from a foreign power:
But tomorrow, you faltered, peace may flow over the land.
At that corner in a flash of hope we two stood;
that glimpse we had will stare through the dark forever:
on the poorest roads we would be walkers and beggars,
toward some deathless meeting involving a crust of bread.
- \ VILI.L\~I STAFFORD
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